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Satire should, like a polish‘d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy MontTaGvueE. 


‘« Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones) of Political history. They supply information as to the personal habits, and 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”—Croxer’s New Wure Guipe. 


SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 138, 1832. 
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| would be superfluous. We therefore at once proceed to lay the 
papers before our readers, to which, having secured the artist’s 
aid, we think we are justified in giving the title of the compLerr 
POLITICAL VALENTINE WRITER, 


THE POLITICAL VALENTINE WRITER. 


We last week promised that we would lay before our readers 
some documents of peculiar interest, and we gladly redeem the 
pledge which we have given. A few days since we received a 
letter, of which (in order that the whole circumstances may be 
fully understood) we lay before our readers an exact copy. 


To the Editor of Figaro in London. 


Dear Srr—TI have taken the liberty of addressing you on 
the subject of some letters, which (for you must know that Iam 
the two-penny postman) have come into my hands, to be by me , 
delivered to the parties for whom they are intended. I am sorry | 
to say, sir, that Iam placed in a very awkward situation; for | 
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the illustrious persons to whom they are addressed have posi- 
tively refused to take them in, and I am accordingly under the 
hard necessity of defraying, out of my own pocket, the expense 
of postage. In this dilemma I have no other alternative than | 
to publish the letters in question, which I had resolved on doing | 
at my own risk, when it occurred to me that you, sir, would be ——— 
ouabled to offer me a higher sum, for the right of printing them 
in ‘Ihe Figaro, than I could possibly expect to derive from their 
separate publication, With this view, I submit the enclosed | 
letters to your inspection. | 

And am, sir, your very obedient humble servant, | TO SIR CHARLES WETHERELL. 

JOHN EDWARDS, | 


(Postman for the Western District.) Alas! I pity thee, poor fool, 


| That, led by snarling dog, 
Walk’st into every muddy pool 
And every dirty bog. 


Immediately upon receiving this epistle, and having discovered 
that the documents referred to consisted of aseries of valentines 
addressed to certain well known Tories, we determined our 
readers should have the benefit of Mr. Edwards’s offer, and we 





Yet do you never feel a qualm, 





accordingly wrote to that person desiring him to name his own That, in a puppy’s thrall, 

terms for the copy-right of the manuscripts. He modestly You're forced to brave the fiercest storm— 
proposed 100/., for which we instantly forwarded our cheque ; But can you Weather-all ? 

and conceiving that an additional outlay wonld enable us to 

present the valentines with the desirable addition of illustra- Ah, none so base can e’er be mine! 

tions, we gave our order to the inimitable Seymour, who, in his (Think me not then a coarse un ;) 
usually happy style, prepared the six ADDITIONAL CARICATURES I will not call thee Valentine, 


which grace our present number, Any further preface from us But, for thy wildness, Orson. 
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The parliament you’ve turned into a field, 

In which to shed your country’s dearest blood ; 
And where it had been virtuous to yield, 

With brutal firmness you your ground have stood. 
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Oh think not I can be your Valentine! 
In battle military lines you’ve led ; 

Were that which now I write a hempen line, 
I’d willingly evalt you for its head. 





TO LORD WHARNECLIFFE. 


With eyes averted and with steps unwilling, 

Why, moderate Wharnecliffe, dost thou thus delay ? 
This is the time for cooing and for billing ; 

So yield at once to Cupid Brougham’s sway. 





Let but his arrows pierce thy heart of stone, 
And then you'll be, I do confess, a treasure: 

Pass but the bill, and you will find me prone 
To wish you joy, aye even without measure. 





TO SIR ROBERT PEEL. 






Oh think not I can e’er be thine! 

I would not have a Valentine 
Whose mind so often ranges: 

You are a Peal, the truth to tell, 

That runs about from elle to belle, 
For ever ringing changes. 
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You're made, like many another Peal, 
Of hollow bits of brass and steel 
Encirling round a clapper: 
These, of Bob Majors such as you, 
Are illustrations apt and true 
(T’ll own it hits a rapper). 


Your impudence, which none surpass, 
KR: Is justly emblem’d in the brass; 

. The clapper and the piece of steel, 
When they are made to speak or strike, 
Your heart and tongue are very like, 


Sas | . =- “2 . 
” ae Giving a sound they do not feel. 


TO THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON. Then, since you come so near a bell, 
It surely would, friend Peel, be weil, 


If by the neck you were suspended. 
Adieu! were lovers all like thee, 
A spinster all my life I’d be: 

As yours began mine should be ended. 


ae 
yy 


Uy} 


(dian 






fs 


a 

pel 
H in i 
ih 
4 4, : 


We 


aD) i] 





Wy /\) 
VY. 
Yh 
% 
ue 


fa 











| / 
Wi 





N \3 





Wellington, of the country game you’ve made, 
And seem to think corruption suits it well. 
Tis true, you’re high yourself, and I’m afraid 
Will make, some day, a precious scent-in-hell (sentinel ). 














TO THE DUKE OF CUMBERLAND. 


With love for any thing like thee, 
Sure none could ever smart; 

Yet, strange to say, folks all agree, 
You’ve wounded many a heart. 





But, oh! your arrow ne’er was sent 
The soul with bliss to fill, 

Its venom’d poiut is only meant 
To poison and to kill. 


Sure, in your dreams, before your eyes, 
At times a victim raves; 

And often you must hear the cries 
Of vengeance from the graves. 
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TO LORD ELDON. 


Dear mother Eldon, though I own 
None can your constancy dispute, 

Yet do not think I shall be prene 
To offer unto you my suit. 





Continue in thy dirty way, 
I do not envy thee thy rags ;* 
Pick where and whatsoe’er you may, 
To fill with dirty pelf old bage. 





But why reform you should oppose, 
Eldon, I can conjecture not; 

You’re a dead weight, and one of those 
That ought to vote for Scott and lot. 





Farewell! I ne’er could make thee mine, 
So briefly thus I end my song; 
- I would not have a Valentine 
Who’s been wool-gathering so long. 





* Money. 


LL LLLLBLLLLLLLLLLLLLLL LL aD 


THE INTERPRETER. 





Kingly Caution. 
Lord Holland, during his late visit to the King, had several conversations 


——— 


with his Majesty, on the subject of the reform bill ; and, on his return, he spoke | 


in the most confident manner of the determination of the King to carry the 
great principles of the reform bill through the upper house.— Court Journal. 


We hardly know how to reconcile the gout for passing the | 


reform bill, which his Majesty is reported to manifest in private, 


with that evident backwardness in creating peers which has | 


excited so much public dissatisfaction. 
would kindly condescend to convince the people of his zeal for 
their cause, an impression that would reach them in a much 
more satisfactory manner through the medium of the Gazette, 
than by the vague report of a private conversation with Lord 
Holland. William the Fourth has been a determined Reformer 
for the last twelve months, and we are still without the measure. 
We never doubted his Majesty’s resolution, but others may, aad 


We wish his Majesty | 


we therefore beg of him to make it in some degree manifest. 
If he has a real desire to grant the wishes of the people, let him 
immediately make it a-peer. 


Urbanity of the Bench. 

A boy was brought up before Mr. Laing, at Hatton Garden, for robbing his 
parents, and while at the bar, a handsome young woman leaned over and 
whispered to the prisoner. She was retiring to the door, when the magistrate 
ordered her to be detained, and being unable to get her to speak, desired her 
to xo about her business, at the same time remarking, it was clear the boy at 
the bar had been her dupe, and had no doubt through her been guilty of the 
robbery.—Morning Chronicle Police Report. 

The police reports, in the newspapers, daily furnish some 
striking examples of the numerous virtuous qualifications of the 
worthy paid,—presenting us, at different times, with specimens 
of their wisdom, their justice, or their impartiality. The above 
paragraph gives us an idea of the charitable and sagacious pro- 
pensities of Mr. Laing, who, upon no evidence, comes to a de- 
termiuation that a woman is a thief, and, with wisdom equal] te 
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his kind feeling, desires her to go about her business. What on 
earth could he have called the woman back for, when she was 
quitting the ofice? Was it for the mere purpose of bullying 
her, and denouncing her publicly as a thief? It certainly could 
not have been to further the ends of justice; for had his charge 
been founded in truth, he had good reason for detaining the 
person, whom he was satisfied with merely insulting. Sir 
Richard Birnie’s noted brutality on the bench seems to have 
inspired all his colleagues with a desire to emulate him in 
ferocity. Why aman holding a commission of the peace, should 
feel it incumbent on him to act like a fool and a barbarian, is to 
us wholly unaccountable. 


— ee _--— 


BREVITIES. 
‘* Brevity is the sou! of wit.’’—Shakspeare. 


Inquest Extraordinary. 
Died one while listening in the House of Peers— 
Verdict—Lead pour’d by Eldon in his ears, 





Found lately dead, a bishop—(quite aghast) 
Verdict—The prospect of a general fast. 


The Unhappy Wights. 
Government has entered into a treaty with France for doing 
away with the traffic in Negroes. We wish the ministers would 
show an equal promptitude in freeing this country from its 


slavery. 
Saved from burning their Fingers. 


A column of boiling water has sprung up in the Mediterra- 


nean in place of the volcanic island, about the possession of | 


which there was likely to have been a dispute between the 
English and Neapolitan governments. We think both will now 
be ready to own, it will not be worth their while to get into hot 


water. 
Another Bubble. 


The volcanic island in the Mediterrean had no sooner appeared 
than speculators began to have an eye to it as a resort for com- 
merce. Now that it has turned into a column of boiling water, 
we shall not be surprised if some silly fool will be found ready 
to embark a capital. 


Going to keep open Dawes. 
The Baroness de Feucheres has taken a house in Tilney 
Street, where the recept’on with which she intends to honour 
her friends, will doubtless be cord-ial. 


THEATRICALS. 


The management of the King’s Theatre commenced with 
very fair promises, which, partaking of the quality for which 
all promises are celebrated, seem to have been made only to 
be broken. In Mr. Mason’s prospectus, it was stated that the 
same opera should not be repeated on two successive nights of 
performance, unless at the very particular and general request 
of the subscribers. How has this pledge been redeemed? By 
playing L’Esule di Roma for the first four evenings of the 
season! Allowing that the desire of the subscribers demanded 
its repetition once, we cannot suppose their ardour to have been 
such that Mr. Mason was beset with entreaties for its third 
performance. As to its being given a fourth time, even the 
management seems to imagine that to be rather too much of a 
good thing; and, in order to make the public believe novelty 
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is not altogether out of the sphere of the director’s arrangements, 
he announces a new singer for last Tuesday, who, however, upon 
the convenient plea of sudden indisposition, gives place to the 
fourth representation of L’Esule di Roma. This may be all 
very prudent and very profitable, but it certainly is not at all 
in accordance with the system which Mr. Mason promised to 
act upon, when he published his prospectus. We are afraid the 
new reforming manager, like the reforming government, is apt 
to overcalculate his power and his resources. As we are well 
wishers to both, we trust neither will break down on account of 
this error of judgment. We will not judge too prematurely of 
Mr. Mason’s directorship, in which he is yet but a novice. He 
cannot do better than act upon his own prospectus, which we 
would advise him to read over carefully, for he and its contents 
seem at present to be utter strangers. 

A new drama, adapted by Mr. Moncrieff from Bulwer’s novel 
of Eugene Aram, has been lately produced, with considerable 
success, at the Surrey Theatre. ‘The story is too well known 
to need detailing here; it is very well developed by the novelist, 
whose language is judiciously adhered to by the dramatist, or 
rather, we ought to say, the playwright, for we believe there is 
not one scene which is not extracted entirely from the book in 
question, Of the acting we can speak favourably, at least as 
far as regards the majority of the performers. Elton, as Eugene 
Aram, played with considerable force and judgment, while 
Cobham, Mrs. W. West, Williams, and Miss Vincent were 
adequate representatives of the other principal characters. Mr. 
C. Hill was the grand, and indeed the solitary failure of the 
night; and as his part was of some importance, he was a most 
especial nuisance. He represented Houseman, the murderer; 
and though he looked as perfect a specimen of an assassin and 
a housebreaker as even the Surrey company could muster, he 
outraged, in his acting, every thing like nature and propriety. 
He raves about his daughter, with about as much pathos as we 
sometimes observe in a particularly loud-voiced v :nder of dog’s 
meat. Even the gallery, which sometimes relishes a vigorous 
exertion of lungs, interspersed with a fair quantum of starts and 
ravings, even the gallery laughed at poor Mr. C. Hill’s efforts at 
tenderness. On Saturday we saw a new musical affair called 
Abon Ali Ben Aliki. Miss Somerville sang one or two pretty 
airs by Boildieu, but the rest was trash of the very lowest order. 
The performers were imperfect, and the supernumeraries kept 
running in when they ought not, and at other times failed to be 
in readiness when they were wanted. It is altogether a sorry 
affair, and was deservedly hissed at its conclusion. : 

TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

The presents of I. L. to the enemies of reform should be sent to the parties 
for whom they are intended. Our readers would not, we fear, find them ac- 
ceptable. 

We are compelled once more to decline J. H.’s favours. 

(). Q. s two last communications are unsuitable. 

lf M. D. had been a reader of ‘The Figaro he would not have forwarded usa 
joke which appeared in one of our recent numbers. 

The whole of the back numbers of Figaro in London may now be had, No.2 
having this week been a second time reprinted. 

No. 3 contains portraits of the Political Burkers. 

No. 4 is embellished with Six Caricatures of the principal performers in the 
Grand Political Pantomime. 

No. 5 has a cut of the Tory Party. 

No. 6 shows the application of the Political Stomach Pump. 

No. 7 is enriched with an accurate representation of J’he Tory Rioters. 

No. 8 is illuminated by two splendid caricatures, representing The Shean ing 
of the Black Sheep and John Bull and his Burdens. 

No. 9 is ornamented with A View of the Entrance to Parliament, and another 


of the Old Pump in that quarter. 
No. 10 is illustrated with a caricature of the Reform Battering Ram. 


Printed by W. Molineux, 13, Rolls Buildings, Fetter Lane. 


PUBLISHED BY W. STRANGE, 21, PATERNOSTER ROW. 































































